From bough to bough he pelled light,

And oft the pumies latched.
Therewith afrayd, I ranne away ;
But he, that earst seemd but to playe,

A shaft in earnest snatched.
And hit me running in the heele :
For then I little smart did feele,

But soone it sore encreased;
And now in rancleth more and more,
And inwardly it festreth sore,

Ne wote I how to cease it.

WELLYE

Thomalin, I pittie thy plight,
Perdie with Love thou diddest fight:

I know him by a token :
For once I heard my father say,
How he him caught upon a day,

(Whereof he wil be wroken)
Entangled in a fowling net,
Which he for carrion Crowes had set

That in our Peere-tree haunted :
Tho sayd, he was a winged lad,
But bowe and shafts as then none had,

Els had he sore been daunted.
But see, the Welkin thicks apace,
And stouping Phebus steepes his face :

Yts time to hast us homeward.

SPENSER (from The Shepheards Calender)
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